MONSIEUR POISSON ESCAPES THE GALLOWS
side of the bed with its immense looped and crimson draperies
there were two cots, one containing a little two-year-old boy,
Abel, fast asleep, and the other Mademoiselle Jeanne Antoi-
nette Poisson, a few months old and still in her lace-trimmed
bib and swaddling bands.

Poisson looked down at the little rosebud in its nest of blue
silken cushions and its clouds and cascades of Valenciennes
lace, and heaved a sob.

*Sh!' said Madame. 'You will wake her and she will bring
the roof down with her cries/

He peered down again, not daring to touch the tiny
clenched fist, the rolls of plump neck, the solemn chin and
mouth, the strands of silken hair straying from the close-fitting
bonnet. The thought of leaving his children for an indefinite
number of years was more than he could bear and he drank in
every detail of her little person to imprint it on his memory.
The baby sighed in its sleep, heaving its whole body.

Just then the noise of horses3 hooves on cobbles made itself
audible in the distance.

'What is that?' said Madame Poisson.

They clutched at one another and listened. In a short time
some horsemen had stopped outside the house, the knocker
clanged on the great iron door.

Poisson gave one look at the tot. cMake haste,' whispered
his wife, pushing him. Tou can get away by climbing the attic
stairs on to the roof and dropping down by the balcony at the
back and then into the garden. The wall is not too high/

He was gone in a moment. They had not said farewell. In
half an hour's time, breathless and shaken, he was hidden in
the recesses of his coach, armed with his passport for the city
gates, little coffers of ill-gotten gold and a pistol

The dawn was straggling into life over the monastery of
hermits on Mont Valerien. Poisson peeped through the cur-
tain to watch, for the last time, the fascinating picture of the
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